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Planet ... 


R-294 

Jake Troy felt like a fool. The green sun overhead beat down into 
the enclosed courtyard with a thick wet heat that sent ticklish 
trickles of sweat down his husky naked body. 

The cell had been cool. Walking in this blinding green heat was 
pure hell. 

He swung around at the uniformed alien who was escorting him 
across the open space toward an elaborate mosaic decorated arch- 

“I’m a representative of the Empire!' I dropped down onto this 
bug-eaten planet to pick up a cargo for my ship and you put me 
in irons. Why?” He looked down at the red metal handcuffs on his 
wrists and cursed in four languages. 

The green skinned alien blinked huge violet eyes and remained 
silent. He gently prodded Jake’s naked white rump with the business 
end of an efficient looking spear. 

Jake fumed. He couldn’t even think about escaping without clothes. 

He could just picture himself running through the streets of this 
capital city without a stitch on. It must be at least ten miles to 
the spaceport. Great. 

As they neared the archway another naked of fate had made him decide to set down his 
man was marched out. He was an alien, Jake old space freighter Helen O’ Troy on this 
saw, only in respect to skin color and eyes. backward planet on the edge of nowhere? 
In every other respect he was totally human. The star maps called this ball of mud 
Jake’s guard motioned for a stop. They planet R294 and natives called it Sral. The 
watched the other guard herd thenakedman natives were green, like their sun, andpri- 
to the center of the sun-baked courtyard and mitive, with a civilization just entering the 
force him to kneel. machine age. Space trade was rarefor them 

Then, with a teeth gritting grunt, the since their system was off the mainDeneb- 
guard plunged the foot long blade of his Earth trade routes and only marginal free- 
spear into the prisoner’s back. lance freighters ever bothered with them. 

The man screamed and writhed on the Jake narrowed his eyes and spat in the 
ground. Blood . . . red blood . . . flowed dust. His attempts to talk with the guard had 
down his skin to the red hard packed dirt. been fruitless. Either the fellow didn’t 
The guard leaned his weight onto the solid speak Empire Basic or he was under orders 
wooden shaft and twisted viciously. The man not to talk. The reason for Jake’s sudden 
screamed hideously and died as the blade arrest at the rudimentary spaceport office 
found his heart. outside the city was undoubtedly inside that 

Raw fear and nausea churned Jake’s archway, 
belly. What had he gotten into? What chance He felt the razor sharp point of the spear 
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R 294 

along with the old one and said no. 

“One thousand years ago this planet 
suffered a horrible war. In those days we 
knew all the secrets your race knows now. 
The war destroyed our civilization and re¬ 
duced the survivors to barbarism. The 
cream of our remaining scientists banded 
together and deserted us in the last of our 
spacecraft. But they left us something.” 

The old one’s face had been impassive, 
but now he grew agitated. “They left us a 
white queen to rule and guide us toward 
civilization again. A white queen who never 
grew old.” 

Jake became impatient. “What has this to 
do with me? A mythical queen doesn’t ex¬ 
plain why you had me arrested and stripped. 
For that matter it doesn’t explain why aman 
of your own race was killed out in the 
courtyard a few minutes ago!” 

“Mythical?” The old alien smiled. “She 
lives! It was she who ordered your seizure. 
It was she who He broke off and stared 
past Jake. 

“Who ordered the man killed in the- 
courtyard for you to see.’’.The voice was 
smooth and womanly mellow, pitched low 
and husky. It belonged to a tall volup¬ 
tuous white skinned woman who stood in a 
red draped doorway, and moodily examined 
Jake with hot sultry eyes. 

Her hair was a lustrous jet black falling 
in slow rippling waves past her shoulders. 

Jake stared back at her with the eyes of 
an experienced spaceman and the eyes of 
ah experienced lover of beautiful women. 
The one startling thing about her was the 
absolute whiteness of her skin. Not just pale 
from lack of sunlight, itwas the color white. 
Her eyes, smouldering and hungry, were an 
astonishing purple. 

Her figure was lush, even over-ripe, with 
melon-sized breasts and full round hips and 
thighs. She was dressed in a flowing dia¬ 
phanous robe that rippled with the move¬ 
ment of air against her body, alternately 
revealing and concealing. 

Jake stared as if hypnotized. His mind 
pushed into momentary oblivion the old 
one’s claim that this lovely creature was 
ten centuries old. She was the most desir¬ 
able woman he’d ever seen. 

“You are my last hope. Captain Troy, ” 
she said. “You are here tokill me or suffer 
the penalty of death yourself!” 


For a fraction of a second Jakedidn’tbe- 
lieve his ears, then he raced his mindfor a 
possible explanation. The tone of voice, the 
deadly sincerity of her manner and the si¬ 
lence from the priest at the desk told him 
the meaning of the words was real and stark 
and simple. She wanted to die, just that, and 
would kill him if he couldn’t oblige. 

“Why?” he asked. “What’s this all 
about?” 

“Come into my chambers, please. I would 
talk with you there.” Her voice held metal 
in it. The words were an order, not a re- 

Jake was reluctant to get out of the chair 
which half hid his nakedness. He looked at 
the old priest. The aged face was non- 
commital and expressionless. Or was there 
the hint of a smile flickering around the thin 
cracked lips? 

Jake took a deep breath and stood up. As 
he strode toward her with all the dignity he 
could muster, the queen smiled slowly. 

Her eyes traveled up and down his tall 
well-muscled body. “I wonder why I have 
this strange compulsion, this desire for big 
men, strong men like you . . . and death.” 

She led him through the doorway into a 
plush chamber of low divans, thick carpets 
and high velvet-draped walls. She reclined 
on a long low mound of fur covered sofa 
and motioned him close. 

“Ask your questions,” she said, running 
fingertips down his space pale arm, “and 
I’ll answer.” 

He tried to ignore the disturbing tickle 
her fingers produced. “Why do you want to 
be killed? Is this some yearly ritual, a sa¬ 
crifice?” 

“No, I think I’m wearing out. Something 
inside, some vital part is malfunctioning. 
Sometimes I say the oddest things. I act in¬ 
sane on occasion. All I really know is that 
for the past four months I’ve had this urge, 
this compulsion to die — die — die. I must 
die!” 

Jake felt his stomach muscles tighten. 
“Why kill me if I fail? Why did you have 
that other man killed? What good does it 
do?” 

She smiled indulgently. “The threat of 
death adds considerable incentive to a task. 
More so in your case because you have seen 
how you will die if you fail, too!” 

He couldn’t help recalling the sight of the 
spear buried in the ripped, bleeding back of 
the prisoner. A spot in his own back began 
to itch. 















‘‘Suddenly they got together, 
moulded into a violent spasm” 


dently varied in intensity according to the 
threat. The five senses could also pro¬ 
bably be turned off and on, permitting full 
contact with the world or total defense in¬ 
side an impenetrable self-contained shell. 
How do you beat something like that? 

He builders obviously implanted an au¬ 
tomatic death-wish to prevent an insane, 
imperfect ruler, but what was the death 
method? That was the crucial question. 
He’d have to answer it or die himself. 

“Come into my arms!” she commanded. 
“If you cannot think of a way to kill me at 
least satisfy my other compulsion. Give me 
and yourself pleasure before you die.” She 
leaned forward and pulled him against her 
oppulent body. 

Jake surrendered briefly. Her kiss was 
like alcoholic honey. His mind reeled. If he 
had to die this just might be worth it. 

“Blue eyes,” she said, low and husky, 
breaking the kiss. “I never thought eyes 
could be blue . . . You are the first Earth- 
man to visit us for a hundred years.” 

Just my luck, Jake thought. Aloud he said, 
“I think I know a way to kill you.” 

“How?” 

“Just sit under my spaceship’s take-off 
rockets. I’ll raise her a few hundred 1 feet 
and then land. If that doesn’t do it. . .” 

She smiled and held him tighter. “You 
are clever, but I have had others suggest 
the same thing. The first one got away with 
it. He took off, but didn’t return. The rocket 
blast didn’t harm me.” 

Jake swallowed and felt an imaginary 
spear penetrate his back. A cold writhing 
knot of fear turned over in his belly. This 
was getting down to the wire. 

“If I could have some time to think — ” 

“No!” 

“But what do you gain by killing me? 
What did you gain by killing those other 
men your people need to help them?” 

“I am the law! They all worship me. 
They don’t want me to die and leave them 
to freedom. They want me to guide them 
forever. I think the doctors and scientists 
gladly died rather than really try to end my 
life. And they were all too afraid, too 
reverent, to make love to me.” 

“Look, I’m not one of your people. I’m a 
citizen of the Empire. Killing me is a crime. 


I’m not under your rule, don’t you under¬ 
stand?” 

“No! Iobeymyinner commands. What will 
the Empire do to me when I kiU you . . . 
kill me?” She laughed shrilly, off key. Her 
hands grew insistent. “I want lovefromyou 

A very ancient classical Earth song he’d 
heard at a recital years before sang through 
his mind . . . whatever Lola wants, Lola 
gets. Give in you fool give in. . . Okay, he 
thought wryly, resigned, the condemned man 
met death with a beautiful memory and a 
tired body. 

She groaned with pleasure as he gave 
himself over to his task. “The first time,” 
she breathed. “This is the first. . .” 

A timeless period later when she reached 
the height of sensation Jake sensed some¬ 
thing different about her, something odd. 
He’d been hoping satisfying herurgefor sex 
would give him a clue somehow to the way 
she could be killed. If he could only identify 
that elusive difference! 

She was practically unconscious, in a 





swoon of ecstacy, and his hands were 
clutching huge soft mounds of flesh as he 
hung on and moved with her. 

But there was something he couldn’t put 
his finger on that might save his life. He was 
frantic. What was it? 

Then he saw it? The force field was down. 
Her skin was naked to his touch. There was 
no space between his skin and hers! 

She was vulnerable! 

He looked quickly around for the knife. 
Where had it got to? He caught sight of the 
old alien priest in the doorway, watching. 
Their eyes locked as Jake’s hand brushed 
against the cold bone handle of the knife and 
closed around it. 

He couldn’t read the expression in the old 
face. Was it fear, apprehension, or exulta¬ 
tion? He raised the knife high, poising it. 
The priest slowly bowed his head. 

With a grunt of effort Jake brought it 
down, plunging it into her white skin, 
through muscle, betweenribs. Heneverfor- 
got the deadly horrible sound, the quick flat 
“thunk” as the blade sank home and the 
curved hilt struck flesh. 

Her large purple eyes flew open and the 
moan of pleasure changed to a choked sur¬ 
prised grunt. He watched herface. She tried 
to say somethingbutfailed. Spasmodic shud¬ 
ders passed through her body. The glow of 
life faded from her eyes. A thick stream of 
colorless fluid spurted from the wound in 
her side. 

Jake crawled away from her and felt sick 
to his stomach. He began to shiver from a 
cold inner wind and couldn’t stop. He looked 
up at the old priest who hadn’t moved. 

“I want a good cargo for this job! I hope 
you’re happy! I hope she is. . .” 

The old alien was almost in a trance. 
“Seventy-three men died by failing to see 
and act as you did.” 

Jake said nothing. When had he ever felt 
this tired and weak? He couldn’t remember. 
He stared dully at the floor andlethis mind 
uncoil. He realized her creators had indeed 
thought of everything. The aberrational de¬ 
sire for sex was the death mechanism. Dur¬ 
ing her climax she was wide open, defense¬ 
less. 

Jake looked at the priest. “Youmusthave 
had some warped scientists in the old days. 
No wonder you had that war.” More to him¬ 
self he said, “Damn! Why did I pick this 
place to land? She was too human! ’ ’ He look¬ 
ed around at the beautiful face nowpeaceful 
and relaxed in death. “Too damned human!” 
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From bathtubs to beds, 
directors add spice to 
their movie mix! 

Roll ’em, Cecil!! 








“Galia” is sex-laden film shot in Italy. It is the story of a girl 
named "Galia." The story revolves into a two-gal plot and one 
guy! Nicole is saved from suicide by Galia. Soon Galia falls 
in love with the saved girl’s husband. The plot thickens and 
the clothes lighten! The picture is a must for guys that like 
good lookin’ nudes. 


Bed close-up affords intimate, but barred shots. 
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Barred until now!! This pic is a 
Swedish answer to some of the hot 
movies that have been coming out of 


MORidnna 


Swedish sexsational movie "Morianna" is packed with nice 
juicy lovemaking scenes. The tale revolves around a 
Paul Getty-type millionaire and a troupe of hangers-on. 

The old gent is always threatening to disinherit the whole 
bunch. His wife by a late marriage is only 40 and of course 
has a lover! The top star in this flick is- Danish sexpot “Lotte 
Tarp,” who plays the role of a very erotic maid. The story is a 
thriller, with just enough sex thrown in. Directed by Arne 
Mattsson, who is known in Scandinavia as their “Hitchcock.” 
Mattsson's best known motion picture is “One Summer of 
Happiness.” 






The old gent is always threatening 


Bold lad makes advances to his fiancee with nice pan shot 
showing open blouse . . . exposing those luscious grapefruit! 


Barred movie review. 



Danish 20-year old Lotte Tarp gives this Swedish movie 
much eye-appeal! 















French motion picture “Du Rififi a Paname" is a story of gold 
smuggling, racketeers and gorgeous wenches . . . note pan 
shot showing bare breasts! 
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“Mentally he began picturing her in 
various stages of undress/’ 


starlets for weekend audi¬ 
tions. (Funny the way his 
thoughts kept coming back to 
things like drat.) 

He reported to the flight 
office. The pretty redhead be¬ 
hind the counter smiled at him, 
and he smiled back at her. Her 
face was thin and pleasantly 
sensuous, and she was wearing 
a short, tight skirt and a low- 
cut blouse. 

“Hi,” she said. “How’d it 

go?” 

“Not bad,” he said. “How 
about a date for tonight?” 

She looked startled, then 
grinned. “You certainly are a 
fast worker." 

“It’s the space age,” he said. 
“Things move fast.” Besides, 
I’ll probably be in town only a 
day or two. Then off with my 
passenger to Seattle.” 

“Thanks,” she said, “hut I’m 
married.” 

“Oh,” he said. 

When she bent over the 
counter to show him where to 
sign his papers, the low-cut 
blouse opened some more to 
reveal creamy-pink breasts 
cradled in a filmy bra. He 
scribbled his name and walked 
away fast, before he started 
having gland trouble again. 

Beautiful girls in shorts and 
halters were everywhere, and 
before he got to the Palm 
Springs Hotel, where he was 
to check with the executive, 
Sam Rice was worked up to 
an almost fever pitch. He en¬ 
tered the plush lobby and 
went to the desk clerk. 

“My name’s Sam Rice,” he 
said. “Mr. Abernathy’s expect¬ 
ing me.” 

“Oh yes, Mr. Rice,” the man 
said. “Mr. Abernathy had to 
leave suddenly. He left a mes¬ 
sage for you.” 


Sam took the envelope from 
the clerk’s hand, opened it. 
Abernathy had to go to Seattle 
sooner than expected, so he 
took a regular flight. He 
wanted to be picked up late 
the next afternoon for the trip 
back to Chicago. Meanwhile, 
Sam could use his room and 
stay in Palm Springs if he 
wanted to. All expenses paid 
by the company, of course. 

Sam grinned his pleasure. 
That “all expenses paid” 
phrase was like music to his 
ears. It was one of the fringe 
benefits of this job. 

The room was more than a 
room. It was a suite, lavishly 
furnished and decorated. He 
unpacked his suitcase and 
hung up his clothes. Then he 
took a nice warm shower that 
sent fatigue down the drain, 
following it with an icy stream 
that made him feel like a new 

He dressed carefully in his 
best suit and went downstairs 
to the dining room to eat. It 
was early for dinner and early 
for martinis. But he had him¬ 
self a martini anyway, to get 
into the mood. He was on his 
second martini, raising the 
glass to his lips, when he saw 
die silver blonde come in, 
threading her way among the 
white-sheeted tables. She was 
the most beautiful girl he’d 
seen in a long time. The silver 
tresses were worn in the latest 
fashion to form a halo for her 
exquisite face. Her eyes were 
deep and dark, and above 
them an eyebrow arched with 
unerring precision. She had a 
pert nose just right for nuzzl¬ 
ing, and full rich moist lips 
that cried out to be kissed. Her 
body was encased in a tight- 
fitting, expensive-looking dress 


that hugged her large firm 
breasts and hips and stopped 
just above perfecdy formed 
knees and legs. 

His mouth open, still hold¬ 
ing the martini glass poised in 
mid-air, Sam watched the 
fluid movements of her thighs, 
the gentle motions of her 
breasts, as she made her way 
to a comer table. She seated 
herself and crossed her legs, 
giving him an inspiring flash 
of milk-white thigh. Then she 
looked up and saw him staring 

Sam smiled at her. 

She frowned her displeasure 
and looked away. Not once 
during the course of the meal 
did she look back at him. Sam, 
however, was unable to show 
as much restraint. He kept 
looking over at her, his gaze 
drifting over that marvelous 
body, his mental fingers cares¬ 
sing those lush curves. He 
could hardly sit still, her pres¬ 
ence affected him so. 

He slipped the waiter a five 
dollar bill and asked who the 
young lady was. 

“That is Miss Hilary Nolan, 
sir,” he was informed. “Her 
father owns a lot of real estate 
in this area. We are pleased 
that she is staying at our 
hotel.” 
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So that was it. She was not 
only beautiful, she was rich as 
well. An heiress who could 
pick and choose her male play¬ 
mates. Her old man probably 
owned all or part of this hotel, 
too. A girl like that wasn’t like¬ 
ly to be interested in playing 
footsies with a poor pilot. Un¬ 
fortunately. 

As he left the restaurant he 
nevertheless looked back at 
her, hoping she’d merely been 
playing hard to get. After all, 
she couldn’t tell he was a peas¬ 
ant just from looking at him. 
He was staying at a plush 
hotel, wearing good clothes, 
eating good food. It was a 
vain thought. Those dark eyes 
seemed lost in thought, and 
they weren’t thoughts of Sam 
Rice. 

He went back up to his room 
for a nap. With a charge ac¬ 
count, it promised to be a full 
evening. He took off his cloth¬ 
ing and lay down on the bed 
— and he thought of the silver 
blonde down in the dining 
room. He closed his eyes and 
thought about how she’d 
walked across the floor in that 
fluid, naturally sexy movement 
that unashamedly cried out to 
the world that hers was a 
woman’s body ripe for love. 

He tried to put thoughts of 
her from his mind, but the 
thoughts kept returning. His 
attention went from one mag¬ 
nificent part of her to another, 
and mentally he began pictur¬ 
ing her in various stages of 
dress and undress until he be¬ 
gan to ache with longing for 

Sleep was plainly impossi¬ 
ble. He put on his swim trunks 
and went down to the open- 
air pool. He lay down on a 
lounge in the sun, put his 
hands behind his neck and 
looked around. The only man 
in the pool was a fat man who 
was grimly trying to dog pad¬ 
dle. Around the pool, people 


of various sexes, sizes and 
shapes were sprawled on deck 
chairs or lounges soaking up 
the hot sun. Some of the girls 
weren’t bad, but it looked like 
they were all taken. 

His attention was caught by 
a sudden movement, and he 
turned his full attention to it 
— and nearly fell out of his 
lounge chair. 

The silver blonde from the 
dining room was walking — if 
you could call it that! — into 
the pool area. She was wearing 
a short terrycloth robe that 
must have just reached the 
bottom of her bathing suit, and 
the effect was very sexy. Her 
long curved legs flashed white- 
ly in the sunlight as she walked 
to an empty chair. Without 
glancing around her, she slow¬ 
ly withdrew the robe from her, 
much as a stripper might. 

Sam Rice blinked his eyes 
and sat up. He was aware that 
he was acting like a virgin 
schoolboy, but he couldn’t 
help himself. He’d seen women 
before, but none like this. She 
was wearing the skimpiest 
two-piece bikini imaginable, 
and she had the body for it. 
Her breasts were large and 
firm, straining at the fabric of 
the halter, almost hanging on 
for dear life. The bottom part 
was narrpw and thin cloth, 
stretched taut across her hips. 

Sam wasn’t the only one 
watching the girl. The men 
were looking admiringly, the 
women enviously. If she was 
aware of the stares, the silver 
blonde took no notice. She 
folded her hair into a swim 
cap, tightened the straps. Then 
she stood, poised briefly at the 
edge of the pool, that same far¬ 
away look in her eyes, and 
dove expertly in. Sam’s gaze 
followed her form through the 
crystal clear water as she 
glided effortlessly below the 
surface across the length of the 



She surfaced, swam smooth¬ 
ly about a few times, then 
climbed up the ladder. The al¬ 
ready tight bikini, now wet, 
was plastered firmly against 
her skin, outlining every part 
of her body. Sam felt his breath 
catch, felt his blood begin to 
hammer in his temple and 
through his body. 

The girl removed her bath- 

CONTINUED 



“He eased her back on the couch and 
his hand reached for the zipper of her 
dress.” 


Continued from Page 31 

ing cap, shook her blonde 
tresses in the sunlight, put on 
her terryclothrobe, and walked 
from sight. Sam watched her 
go, and then he closed his eyes 
and lay back on the lounge, 
the memory of her still with 
him, trying to quiet the juices 
rumbling inside him. Then he 
went up to his suite and took 

That evening he dressed and 
went out on the town. Every¬ 
where he went there were girls, 
and he bought a few of them 
drinks but he just couldn’t 
seem to get with it. He kept 
comparing them to Miss Hilary 
Nolan, and they-all came out 
second best. As the night wore 
on, things became fuzzier and 
therefore more bearable. He 
didn’t know what plush night¬ 
club it was at, but he was sit¬ 
ting at a piano bar and he 
looked up and saw a flash of 
silver hair on the opposite side. 
His eyes focussed — and there 
she was, sitting by herself, a 
cocktail on the pianobar in 
front of her, a cigarette in her 
hand. Smoke was lazily drift¬ 
ing through her lovely nostrils, 
and she had that same dis¬ 
tracted look in her dark eyes. 

He got up and went over to 
sit beside her. Time was run¬ 
ning out, and he’d had just 
enough to drink to fortify his 
courage. 

“How come you’re always 
alone?” he asked her. 

“How come you don’t mind 
your own business?” she said. 

“Because I don’t have much 
time to get acquainted with 


you,” he said. “I’ve got to fly 
to Seattle tomorrow.” 

“Going to the Fair?” she 
asked disinterestedly. 

“Yeah,” he said. “I wanta 
see if the space needle really 
looks like a phallic symbol!” 

Her eyes widened suddenly 
and she laughed. 

He grinned at her. “That’s 
better. Look, I’ve got a private 
plane, a real plush job with a 
bar and — and well, all the 
comforts of home. Why don’t 
you take a ride up there with 
me. It’ll be a ball.” 

“All right,” she said without 
hesitation. 

He stared at her, not believ¬ 
ing his ears. Then, exuberantly, 
he said, “Fine. Why don’t we 
go over to my place and have 
a drink to celebrate.” 

“Because,” she said, slipping 
off the stool, “I’ve got other 
things to do tonight. What 
time are you leaving tomor- 

“At — at noon,” he said. 

“I’ll meet you at the air¬ 
port,” she told him, and before 
he could protest, she was gone. 

He felt frustrated. He’d 
thought maybe once he’d got¬ 
ten her up to his cozy little 
suite, now that he’d melted the 
ice, they could spend the time 
together until the plane took 
off the next day. But there was 
always tomorrow to think 
about. He went home to think 
about it, but he fell asleep in¬ 
stead and dreamed he was 
making love to Hilary on the 
wing of the airplane. He fell 
off and began falling. 


When he hit the floor of his 
bedroom, he awakened to find 
it was already ten-thirty. He 
showered and shaved hurried¬ 
ly and went down to the coffee 
shop to get breakfast. He 
learned from the waiter that 
Hilary had checked out of her 
room. Probably at the airport, 
he thought. 

Unless she stood him up! 

He packed his things and 
took a taxi out to the airport, 
where he breathed a sigh of 
relief. Clothed in high heels 
and a bright flaring skirt, her 
silver .blonde hair arranged 
around her bare shoulders, she 
was waiting for him. 

She sat with him in the con¬ 
trol cabin until he’d taken off 
and they were flying high in 
the sky. He put on the auto¬ 
matic pilot and suggested they 
go into the main room for a 

“That automatic pilot is a 
wonderful thing,” she said as 
they were sitting on the over- 
stuffed couch together drink¬ 
ing martinis. 

“There are some thing a hu¬ 
man pilot is better for,” he 

“Like what?” 

“Like this,” he said. 

He took her in his arms and 
kissed those soft, moist, gener¬ 
ous bps of hers, exulting in the 
feel of her body against his. He 
was surprised but pleased that 
she didn’t resist, but actually 
joined in the embrace. He 
could feel the rapid tempo of 
her heart, and he felt his own 
breath becoming hoarse and 
labored. 

He eased her back on the 
couch and his hand reached 
for the zipper of her dress. 

She didn’t stop him, but she 
said, “Sam, I forgot to bring 
any money with me. Could 
you give me some?” 

“Sure,” he said, pulling 


“It’s all part of a lay away plan, 
with Blue Chips yet!!'’ 



down her zipper. 

“A. hundred dollars?” she 

“Sure,” he said, fumbling 
with her dress. 

Smiling, she helped him. . . . 

“You mean you’re a call 
girl?” he said incredulously, as 
the Beechcraft circled the air¬ 
port at Seattle. “But I thought 
your father —” 

“Oh Daddy doesn’t give me 
enough allowance, so I have to 

“But why the hard to get 
routine?” 

“Because it makes it more 
interesting for the predatory 
male. I was aware of you star¬ 
ing at me in the dining room, 
and at the pool and in the 
nightclub. In fact, I even fol¬ 
lowed you to the last two 
places. I hope you don’t mind?” 

“Not a bit. I was hoping I 
could initiate you into the 
Mile-High Club anyway.” 

“Next time you come through 
here,” she said, “stop by and 
see me. I’ll pay my dues — in 
trade, of course.” 

“Dues are payable in ad¬ 
vance,” he said seriously. 

She glanced at the rumpled 
couch in the large cabin. “Do 
we have time?” 

Sam Rice switched on the 
automatic pilot. “I’ll make 
time,” he said. 

And he did, too. 








You only gets what you pays for!! 




CAN GIRLS BE... 

I OUGHT? 




THE KIND OF GALS 
YOU DREAM ABOUT! 

Each one of these females has a price! 
From the office fling with a very 
expensive dinner as the lure ... to the 
professional who asks for and gets 
125 bucks. This is for a complete 
evening’s frolic! Of course the high 
priced dish is something special . . . 
a real looker and shape you’ll 
remember for years after your fling. 
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“From the land 
of sky-blue waters’ 
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THAT GRANDFATHER NEVER 
WOULD HAVE APPROVED! 

Barry thumbed the button and grinned with anticipa¬ 
tion as the elevator began taking him up to Suite 413. 
Lighting a cigarette he started to wonder what new tricks 
Gloria would show him tonight. Every time it was some¬ 
thing different — she must have been weaned, he decided 
on the Kama Sutra! 

The elevator was slow and cranky and Barry found his 
mind wandering as the cage wheezed up the narrow shaft . . . 

When he and Laura had got married they’d decided to be 
sensible about things. After all, they weren’t exactly starry- 
eyed kids who thought a honeymoon could go on forever. 

So they made a sensible arrangement. 

They would have one night a week off. Just one evening 
when each of them would be free to go their own way like 
they did before they got married. They picked Thursday. 

Do what you like, go where you like, meet who you 
like. That was their arrangement — and that included no 
awkward questions next morning! 

Barry sighed. Sometimes he felt just a tiny bit guilty. 
But, what the hell, a guy had to have his piece of fun every 

The elevator shuddered to a stop. The gates jammed as 
usual and Barry cursed silently as he heaved them apart. 
Stubbing out his cigarette, he started along the passage 
for Suite 413 .. . 

Laura was probably watching some drive-in movie right 
now, he figured. He’d seen her take her car out just before 
he left. Barry grinned to himself - well she could, do what 
she liked, the arrangement applied to both of them. Why 
shouldn’t she enjoy herself? Still you never knew with dames 
- she might have gone over to her sister’s place for a 
spot of baby-sitting. 

His hand trembled slightly as he jabbed the bell-push. 
Every Thursday night, regular as clock-work, he rang the 
bell of Suite 413 and, every time, Gloria was there waiting 
for him . . . 

The room was warm and lush. A little over ornate, 
perhaps, but sensuously inviting to the male ego. All white 
and gold with deep fur rugs and heady perfume. And a bed. 

Barry’s pulse started to race as he looked at the girl. 
Gloria’s negligee matched the decor - a sdft white silk 


at the waist and quickly shrugged off her negligee. The 
filmy garment floated to the floor like swansdown and he 
had a glorious vision of Gloria’s nakedbreastssoftly haloed 
in the light of the bedside lamp. 


Her skin was warm and vibrant as she pressed her 
body against him and Barry could feel her softness yeilding 
as he clasped her tightly. 



that cascaded in a froth of frills to her ankles like a moun¬ 
tain waterfall, with fur-trimmed collar and sleeves. It 
was entrancingly transparent. The soft rise of her firm 
young breasts, tipped by the dark peaks of her nipples, 
thrust eagerly against the thin material as if threatening 
to burst through the silk in their anxious quest for freedom. 

He glimpsed a quick flash of slim white thigh as Gloria 
sat down on the bed and he swallowed hard. 

For some unknown reason he thought of Laura again 
as he slipped off his jacket. He could just see her watching 
the movie right now - or maybe sitting in front of the 
teevee doing her baby-sitting . . . 

Soft warm arms slid gently around his neck and Barry 
found himself being drawn down into the yielding invitation 
of the big double bed. Gloria’s perfume tingled in his 
nostrils as he nibbled the lobe of her ear. 

She straightened up for a moment, unfastened something 
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Six sexy sirens without 
men and that cactus 
doesn’t provide the 

point they crave?!! What’s a picnic without 
a pickle.. .jar? 



at the touch and ground her hips against him with a groan 
of tortured impatience. Hugging her tightly in his arms, 
Barry kissed her with suddenly unleashed passion. 

Reaching out over the bed she flicked off the light and 
the sudden darkness heightened the intimacy of their con¬ 
tact. Barry’s hand slid gently down over her waist, glided 
softly across the smoothness of her hips and retraced its 
tingling path upwards again. He .heard Gloria’s long drawn 
out sigh and felt her body stiffen against him . . . 

“Don’t keep me waiting, baby . . . please ...” 

His lips silenced her murmured plea with abrupt 
gentleness and Gloria’s fingers clawed into his shoulders 
as the smouldering fire of desire leaped into flame. 

But Barry was in no hurry and his skillful fingers 
brought the girl to new heights of exquisite ecstacy that 
sent an electrical tingling racing through her blood to every 
part of her hungry body. 

She felt his hands on her breasts again and a strangled 
cry choked in her throat. His fingers slid down the vibrant 
mounds with tantalizing slowness and she arched herself 
forward as if urging him to hurry. 

Barry traced his finger lightly over her nipples, paint¬ 
ing an invisible circle around each sensitive tip until Gloria’s 
rapid breath signalled the moment to stop . . . 

Suddenly they were together, moulding with each other 
in a violent spasm of animal heat. Barry felt her hips move 
gently and his arms tightened around her soft warm body . . . 

“Hasn’t your wife found out about us yet, baby?” 
Gloria asked as she took a cigarette from a box on the 
bedside table. 

“When we got married we made an arrangement - 
and tonight is just part of it.” 

Barry looked a little smug as he flicked the flame of his 
lighter and held it forward for her. 

“Laura and me aren’t like that, honey,” he grinned. 
Lighting a cigarette for himself he leaned back on the bed 
and stared up at the ceiling. “When we got married we made 
an arrangement - and tonight is just part of it.” 

“You mean she knows?” 

“Well, not quite. We just have one night a week off and 
do what we like ...” 

Gloria stood up and began fastening her negligee. Her 
breasts looked less inviting in the strong glare of the room 
lights and Barry looked away. 

“See you next Thursday then, darling,” she said 
casually. “I guess Thursday’s the night you have this . . . 
arrangement.” 

Barry didn’t answer. Stubbing out his cigarette, he 
picked up his jacket and slipped it on. He could hear Gloria 
in the bathroom as he walked across to the door. She didn’t 
come out but he heard her calling out shrilly above the 
sound of the running water: 

“Leave the bills under the clock, darling. Same as 
usual. Don’t be late nextweek, I’vegota busy schedule . . .” 

He closed the door quietly and walked down to the ele¬ 
vator. He started thinking of Laura again. Sure, the ar¬ 
rangement was okay, but perhaps he ought to tell her what 
was happening. She was probably still sitting in that drive- 
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Mix a gorilla with pert 
young things and you’ve 
got a winner ... as our 
British cousins say, it’s 
beastly good, what! 


















One important ingredient . . . sex! 


'THE WILD ONE’ 










Screen tease, Rosanna Schiaffino 
in Italian movie “La Mandragola” 


NOTHING 


LIKE A 


Dame, to put meaning 
in a picture. After all, 
they do add the motion 
... cut! 


One important ingredient . . . two 
people of the opposite sex! 

Beds are the main prop?! 

Directors know what motion picture 
fans want. Viva amour! 



‘She knows every 
trick there is!” 










“All I said was peace!” 


This Texas bird was a roadrunner, and he 
often killed rattlesnakes just for fun. On this 
day he was in an amorous mood, so he attacked 
the first lark he saw and she went away singing 
merrily, "I'm a lark and I've been sparked." 
Then he found and downed a dove, and she 
flew away singing happily, "I'm a dove and 
I've been loved." Then a duck came walking 
by, and after a lot of commotion and flying 
feathers, the duck waddled away muttering, 
"I'm a drake and there's been a big mistake!" 

Mama was canning, so she sent little Johnny 
to the drug store to get her a dollar's worth of 
rubbers. They handed him the package and 
little Johnny opened it on the way home . . . 
and back he came to tell the druggist, "You 
made a mistake. Mama is canning peaches, not 
cucumbers!" 

Criticizing a man's virility is hitting below 
the belt. 


She's an M&M girl ... she won't melt in 
your hands, but she'll melt in your mouth. 

What would you have if you had a big green 
ball in each hand? You'd have the Jolly Green 
Giant madder than hell. 


A man is as old as the girl he feels . . . 

GOLD DIGGER: A girl who's got what it 
takes to take what you've got. 


Never put off until tomorrow what you can 
do today. If you enjoy it today, you c. J ~ ’‘ m 














Glass in hand, just out of the shower, 
this couple decided to Watusi . . . yeah, 
it works up the latent urges! . . . This 
French pic was barred in Paris, but 
made Hollywood. 


A guy sometimes chooses the wrong 
day! Scene in “Rouge Cherie.” 




Now or never is the big question on 
Mastronni’s mind! Oh, go ahead, 
it’s only a movie! 


Kiss me, says heroine in East German 
epic “Wall of Sin.’’ Note haystack in 
background!! 


Low cut gowns mean high 
revenue at the box office! 































“AND THESE TWO ARE SOMETHING SPECIAL, 
THEY’VE THAT MOUTH WATERIN’ GOODNESS!” 























Making a girlie picture is a behind-the- 
scenes Barred sexclusive. “Pool Pet” 
was made in the suburbs of Hollywood 
where the shooting is good. Sunshine 
is good for pets, especially poolside 
pets! 


The lead gets 
dunked. It’s one 
way to 
cool off after 
a hot day’s work. 
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The hottest chick in 
movies today . . . 
the script isn’t important 
if Elke is on tap! 
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READ FOR KICKS 
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